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coyself from his hearth. But now he called me back, and
almost in sorrow. I read his letter over and over again,
dwelt on all its affection and all its suppressed grief. I
felt an irresistible desire to hasten to him without a
moment's delay. I longed to receive his blessing and his
embrace.

I quitted Cairo. The Mahmadie canal was not yet open.
I was ohliged, therefore, to sail to Hosetta. Thence I
crossed the desert in a constant mirage, and arrived at the
famous Alexandria. In this busy port I was not long in
finding a ship. One was about to sail for Ancona. I
engaged a passage, and soon the palms and sands of Egypt
vanished from my sight.

CHAPTER XIII.

OUK passage was tedious. The captain was afraid of
pirates, and, alarmed in the night, suddenly changed his
course, and made for the Barbary coast, by which we lost
our wind. We were becalmed off Candia. I once more
beheld Mount Ida.

Having induced the captain to run into port, I landed
once more on that fatal coast. The old consul and his
family were still there, and received me with a kindness
which reminded me of our first happy meeting. I slept in
the same chamber. When I awoke in the morning the sun
was still shining, the bright plants still quivering in its
beams. But the gazelle had gone, the white gazelle had
died. And my gazelle, where was she ?

I beheld our home, our once happy home. Spiro only
was with me, and his family came forth with joy to greet
Mm. I left them, and hastened with tremulous steps to
the happy valley. I passed by the grove of oi*ange trees.